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Archilochus or Pindar and suddenly feel the presence, not of
soifte schoolroom wraith, some vague Sir Galahad,, but of a
sensual, fiery, aristocratic Mediterranean poet, full of wrongs
and passion, breathing over our shoulder, we shall know that it
,s Dr. Bowra who has so expertly conveyed him there.

The translations of Mr. Higham are varied and workmanlike,
experimental but lacking in poetic intensity, Sir William
Marris is also more of a stand-by than an inspiration, I am
sony none of Mr, Yeats' Oedipus at Colonus is included, grateful
for the interesting fragment from Mr. MacNeice's Aga-
memnon, for R. C, Trevelyan's charming version of Theocritus
in the metre of Blake's Prophetical Books, for the delicious
prose passage from Pater, The Oxford Book of Greek Verse is
like a great museum of antiquities. Here is the catalogue, and
with it one may wander as one wishes past pieces of archaic
charm or ferocity, through halls where lie the friezes and
pediments of the great period, into grave portrait galleries,
rooms of bronzes and funeral vases, and finally discover,
among much late bric4-brac of incidental beauty, the last
examples of Byzantine virtuosity or graceful Hellenistic decay.
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